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THE 


THE 


grow; 
Give to the drooping Flowers a ſudden 
Birth, 
And gild with precious Balms the teeming Earth; 
Invite the Ladies, who before were coy, 
To crop the Sweets which Winter's Froſts annoy ; 
Weave platted Garlands for the Victor's Crown, 
And Tuffs, more ſoft, for Breaſts replete with Down : 
Some the Blue Violet's Sweetneſs do admire, 
Others, Carnations, or the Roſe inſpire. 
lere, Ladies, take your Choice, collect a few 
That moſt you like; believe me, all are new. 
On different Subjects regular they tnove ; 
Here, ancient Heroes; there, ſeraphic Love. 
B O 
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Old Ballads fancy Traſh from this we hurl, 

Nor tread the daſtard Steps of tricking CJ. 
—— When comic Poets once have gain'd the Bays, 
Unknowing Bugbears will reſound their Praiſe. 
Dark as the gloomy Lake, they'll ſwear tis Light; 
An heavenly Stile, if of a Mouſe you write. 

For Bards are plenty, and they have good Luck, 
From Colley Cibber down to Stephen Duck :- 
ee here attempt, by ſoft alluring Rhime, 
Parnaſſus-Hill with Dignity to climb; 

And hope to ſoar in no unlucky Time. 
Critics, your Spleen; for Refuge we repair 
To the fafe Conduct of the Lovely Fair. 


; 


To the PAPHIAN Deity, 


A SONG. 


I. 
MMORTAL Goddeſs | heav'nly Fair, 
Soft Queen of ſmiling Love: 
What pretty Nymph my Soul ſhall ſhare ? 
Say, Progeny of Fove. 


II. 


Propitious Goddeſs, Cupid ſend, 
That Meſſenger of Joy, 
That he his ſacred Aid may lend 


To fave a dying Boy. 
III. 
To ſhady Seats of Myrtle Boughs, 
An ever-blooming Grove ; 
Where dying Lovers make their Vows, 
Conduct me, God of Love. | 
B 2 IV. There 
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IV. 


There raptur'd in eternal Charms, 
Thoſe pleaſurable Hours 

Fd ſpend in dear Myrtilla's Arms, 

And fragrant Cyprian Bow rs. 


MrzTILLA's cAnfwer. 


TAY, Gentle Boy ! oh ftay thy Dart ! 
The Goddeſs is obey d: 

Love reigns triumphant in my Heart, 
So, ſpare a yielding Maid. 


II. 


Who can reſiſt thy mighty Power ? 
Alas ! it is in vain: 
For you direct each fleeting Hour, 
To give us plegſing Pain. 
III. 
Then haſte Lyſander to theſe Arms, 
And kindly prove but true ; 


Myrtilla knows not any Charms, 
But what abound in you. 
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IV. 


Auſpicious Hymen ! hear my Pray r, 
Come quickly join our Souls; 

Conduct a faichful happy Pair 
Where endleſs Pleaſure rolls. 


— 


An ENCOMIUNM pon Sir Is AAe 
NRWT ON. 


HE Plan of Prolemy and Ticho's Scheme, 

Are now no better than an airy Dream. 
NEwTON aroſe, ſhew'd how each Planet mov'd, 
And what they wand ring call'd, he conſtant proy'd. 
Founded on Truth, his Problems ſtand ſecure, 
And with the Sun his Syſtem ſhall endure : 

He was the firſt that could, Unerring, trace, 

Each Orbit through the vaſt expanded Space; 

He was the firſt, that with unwearied Flight, 
Fathom'd the Depth of Heaven, and reach'd the Height 
Where Comets, through the Void, revolving ſlow, 
Their Courſe oblique, and ſettled Period know. 
What is this Point of Earth, this mortal Seat ? 

How little all appear, and He how great! 
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————— 


A Comfort to Cucxolps 


I. 


IN CE in ev'ry Degree 
Many Cuckolds there be, 


Then why ſhould I whine and complain? 
From the Throne to the Cot, 

Tf it falls to our Lot, 

To ſhun it we labour in vain, 


Il. 


Father Adam, you know, 
Was the firſt in the Row, 

'T'was Satan himſelf did cornute him ; 
How indeed could he fail ? 
When he brandiſh'd his Tail, 

Eve thought twould be Folly diſputing. 


III. 


Fam'd Amphytrion's Wife, 
Tho” ſhe made ſuch a Strife, 
As chaſte to be deem'd as a Dove, 
Soon perceiv'd the Deceit, 
And was pleas d with the Cheat, 
That no Mortal could ſport like a Jove. 
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IV. 


Nay the Deities too, 

Give their Godſhips their Due, 
All lov'd a Bit by the By, 

For the Thunderer Fove 

Left his Heaven above, 
A Girl made like us to enjoy. 


V. 


Tl be therefore content, 
"Tis too late to repent, 

When Hymes the Contract has ſign'd, 
Let them draw from my Cask, 
So they leave me a Flask, 

Tl ne'er at my Fortune repine. 


VL. 


But ye Gods from on high, 

If with amorous Eye, 
My Deareſt you chance to behold, 
And deſerting the Sky, 


To my Cottage you fly, 
Pray ballance your Pinions with Gold. 


— 
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Dr 


eee e e e ee eee 
Of the Queen, or the Duke, or the Prince, or the 
King, 
Nor yet any Riff-raff from me ſhall ye hear -o 
To the Tune, and that's all, of Old Liflebullero. 


I fing of a Combat fo fierce and fo ſtout, 
Twixt a Youth that is in, and a Man that is out. 
Twixt a*Scuire that can uſe both a Pen and a Sword, 
And a Lordling who is, but tnay be a Lord. 


It matters not much how their Quarrel did riſa, 
With Miſs and with Maſter, and Maſter and Miſs, 
Or whether a Coward he ſhould not be tid, 
Who ſets Sword to a Woman, or Wit to a Child. 


It was whiſper'd full oft in the Favourit's Ear, 

There was nothing but Blood that his Honour could clear, 

And twas hop'd the bold Squire the bad Fortune might 
meet, 


To be murder'd if beaten, and hang'd if he beat. 


After long Converſation a Challenge there went, 
To the Champion's Renown, and the Knighthood's 
Content, | | 
But the Squire cry'd out, Some Folks are wiſer than ſome, 
I ſhall not budge an Inch, if he comes, let him come. 
So 


| 
| 
| 


—— AA AO OO 
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80 the Courtier he waits on the Foe to the Court, 

And their Wrath it was great, tho' their Swords were 
but ſhort, 

As if little Harm they intended to do, 

For the Blades, had they enter d, would ſcarce have 
run through. 


When their Weapons were meaſured, to battle they rufh, 

And with Wit and with Anger they parry and puſh ; 

Nay, they ſhortned their Swords, and afreſh they begun, 

And fome Miſchief for certain there might have been 
done 


But the Seconds forbad, who rightly ſuppos'd, 


"Twas high Time they were parted when once they 


were clos'd, 

So ſome Sweat there was loſt, and ſome Blood there 
was ſpill'd, 

But they both were fo ſpightful, that neither was kill'd. 


Now there needed no Surgeon at all to be found, 
The Lordling to dreſs, or take care of the Wound, 
For Sir Blue did the Buſineſs, as Members do tell, 
For he ſtroabd it and kiſs d it, and ſo made it well. 


Then he ſafely went off, ſure he means not to fight 

With all that are Foes to the Blue Garter'd Knight, 

For his Work would be hard, would he meet Hand to 
Hand 


Ev'ry Man without Penſion or Place in the Land. 


C Dear 


. 


. 
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Dear Squire, you are wrong to let Bullies alarm you, 
You ry tilt at this rate with the whole royal Army; 
Any Scrub with a Sword may require other Bout, 
And may get a Commiſhon by fighting without. 


"Twill be meer Woman's Work, never done, as they 
{a7 

Have you reckon'd the Thouſands abroad in our Pay ? 

If Great Britain's Troops thro the Guts cannot run you, 


e and F=—ſe may be drawn out upon you. 


They have Odds then at Sharps, let your Pen make em 
ſmart, 

For with that ey'ry Stab pierces home to the Heart, 

Ler your Sword reſt in Quiet, your Combat has ſhewn, 

Tho' their Weapons are blunt, you may bleed by your 
own. 


At leaſt, tis beneath you with Vaſſals to fight, 
Go and enter the Liſt, and Sa fa with the Knight, 
Tho” your Conqueſt will ſmall Satisfaction afford, 


*Twill vex Friends and Foes, ſhould he die by the 
Sword. 


Oz 
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J. 


INUTEST [Inſect of the skipping Race, 
How envy'd is your Bliſs ! 

When you invade my Chloe's Face, 
And give a ſilent Kils. 


II. 


When on her Breaſt ſupine you lie, 
And like a Patch appear; 

O! how I wiſh that ſlighted I, 
Could find Admittance there. 


III. 


Her Lips, her Cheeks, her Face and Breaſt, 


Lie open to your View: 
Ev'n Gods would with to be fo bleſs d, 
And revel thus like you. 


IV. 


Love's mighty Centre you can touch, 
Thou bold afpiring Flea : 

While I, poor I, dare not approach 

The Garter of her Knee. 


C 2 


V. Be 
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V. 


Be gone, injurious Rival, go, 
Fly my dear Charmer's Bed, 
Or my Revenge Tl ſurely ſhow 

On thy devoted Head. 


VT. 


Phyllis, to me and Chloe, Friend, 
Shall joint Revenge purſue, 

With fatal Fingers preſs your End, 
Fond dying Flea, adieu. 


. 


LL oer th' extended Sea where wanton Gales, 
With fanning Breezes fill th' op'ning Sails; 

Where-e er large Navies proi:d in Triumph ride, 
And float with Pleaſure on the ſwelling Tide, 
My Empire is: I rule from Pole to Pole, 
Curbing the boundleſs Sea wichour Controul. 
From Sky to Sky, from Eaſt o Weit J reign, | 
And with my wrry Scepter govern all the Main. 
me to che Moon indeed this Province gave, 
Fixing her Empire o'er the brinv Wave, 
But fa. ſelv, | alone can check he Pride 


Of the rough Surge, and domincering Tide. 
When 
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When-eer I ſpeak, loud Storms ſhall make Reply, 


And threat'ning Waves ſurmount the trembling Sky, 
Impetuous Seas ſwell to fo great an Height, 


As ſhall the Fire's proud Element afftizht. 

Ar my Command the Flux and Retl.:z run, 

And Billows urge preceding Billows on : 

All Rivers, Lakes, and Springs that are below, | 
From me firſt rock their Rile, to me at lait mul Cow. 
— When the kind Morn ſends forth a biightning Ray, 
And riling Sun foretels a charming Day ; 

When all becalm'd, the Winds their Breath reſtrain, 
And Phebus Beams dance on the gentle Main: 

The ſtretching Canvaſs curl d the fanning Breeze, 
While gliding Veſlels cut the yielding Seas, 5 
Under my Conduct wich the greateſt Eaſe. 

At my dread Word it obedient Waves from far, 
With Rage and Fury tell the coming War : 

Contracted Clouds obſtruct withdrawing Light, 

And hideous Storms produce a ſeeming Night; 

But ftill my Anger rages, whilſt the Sca 

Breaking its Bounds pours on with unreſiſted Sway. 

—— After the luſty Peatant's Work is done, 

And welcome Night ſucceeds the ſetting Sun, 

When each laborious Swain drove Tome by Night, 
Retires into his Manſion of Delight; 

There he withdraws from all his worldly Care, 
Indulging Nature with a homely Fare, 

When drowſy Mortals do in Peace require, 
Their Day's F atigue with long d- for Eaſe at Night; 


Then 
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Then Sol in Haſte does to my Breaſt retire, 

(His fery Courſers alſo Reſt require.) 

He ſpends the paſting Night in my Embrace, 

Freſh the next Morn purſues his wonted Race, 

Fiercer his Beams in th' Heavens he diſplays, 

All o'er the Globe darts his prolific Rays. 

hen impious Man by his own Folly driven, 

Provok'd th' Almighty, and enraged Heav'n. 

The angry Deity in his high Intent, | | 
Reſolves r inflict a dreadful Puniſhment : | 
When lo! the toiling Seas to ſwell begin, 

And with impetuous Force the Waves come ruſhing in ; 
Scorning to find its rapid Courſe withſtood, 

Wich Rage the Sea pours out its foaming Flood. 

The ſaline Waters hurry to the War, 

And fatal Streams came rolling from afar. 

No means t eſcape the frighted Wretches ſpy, 

But now perceive ſure Death approaching nigh, 

They climb the Mountains to prolong their State, 
But ftrive in vain to fly purſuing Fate, 

In vain they fly, the Waters higher riſe, 

And ſweep off Men and Beaſts an undiſtinguiſh'd Prize. 


To 


—— — — 
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To VEnus and Cuerp, 


A SONG. 


I. 


God of Love, propitious Boy ! 
And Love's immortal Queen 
Thou God of Pleaſure, Queen of Joy, 
What can theſe Raptures mean? 


II. 


Ye Powers! let me the Nymph obtain, 
All gay divinely fair, 

Who puts my very Soul in Pain, 
So moving is her Air. 


III. 


Then her alone I would admire, 
And praiſe the bliſsful Boy, 
But ne'er another Nymph deſire, 
Whilſt her I could enjoy. 
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On TO BAC CO. 


AIT, Baden Plant, to ancient Times unknown, 
Modern truly thou, and all our own, 

If through the Tube thy Virtues be convey'd, 

The old Man's Solace, and the Student's Aid, 

Thou dear Concomitant of nappy Ale, 

Thou ſweet Prolonger of an harmleſs Tale, 

And it when pulveriz'd in ſmart Rappee, 

Thou reach Sir Fopling's Brain, if Brain there be; 

He ſhines in Dedications, Poems, Plays, 

Soars in Pindarics, and deſerves the Bays : 

Thus doſt thou every Taſte and Genius hit, 

In Smoak thou'rt Wiſdom, and in Snuff thou'rt Wit. 


On HOM ER. 


H Thou whoſe Works through all- devouring 
Time, 

Still laſt and flouriſh with immortal Bloom, 

Who Heroes and auxiliary Gods 

So nobly ſing'ſt; who ſhall attempt thy Praiſe, 

And in a Stile ſo variouſſy great 

As thine, declare the Wonders of thy Muſe ? 


Thy 
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Thy Muſe alone can tell thy wondrous Worth, 
And what thou truly and compleatly art, 

Can but be found in thee : Thy glorious Strain 
Attracts all Eyes, engages every Mind; 

High as the Heavens; profound as Ocean's Womb ; 
Or Earth's dark Entrails, where illuſtrious Gems 
And Gold reſide magnificently low 3 

Rich as a choice collected Maſs of theſe ; 

Pompous as Perſa's moſt luxurious Kings, 

Or Perfia's and the World's Imperial Lord; 

In his accumulated Grandeur ; loud 

As Thunder; eaſy as the Bands of Sleep; 

Fair as Earth's Surface, or the circling Skies 
Unfſoil'd by any ſullen Cloud; and ſtrong 

As raging Storms, rending the furrow'd Main 
Bold as the Heroes with cceleſtial Aid, 

Or he whoſe Courage quell'd oppoſing Gods, 

And forc'd the ſham'd Immortals to the Skies ; 
Smooth as the Surface of the Glaſſy Font, 

That in the Shelter of the Sylvaa Shade 

Serenely dwells, unblemiſh'd, and ſecure 

From broken Boughs, Flocks, Herds, and ruffling Winds, 
Often is that ſedate and ever clear; 

Gay as the Spring ; harmonious as its Choir, 

| When all the Winds obſequiouſly are ſtill, 

When ev'ry Note is echo'd by the Vales, 

And join'd in Concert by the purling Streams ; 5 
As Zephyrs ſoft; keen as a Northern Gale; 

Sweet as Ambroſial Dew, that Nature's Hand 
Preſs'd from the balmy Trees in Golden Times. 


D Like 
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Like Fires (that darted from the Hand of Jove, 
Flaſh thro' the Gloom) as finiſhingly bright; 
Gentle, yet prevalent as Beauty's Charms, 

And curious as the choiceſt Work of Art; 
Diverſe, yet regular, as Nature's Power, 

Shewn in the Structure of the Univerſe, 

And almoſt of as durable a Frame. 


The Compofition of an OLD Marv. 


I. 


HERE Uglineſs in Pride's combin d, 
Where Vanity and Envy's join'd, 

Sure ſuch a Perfon Heaven defign'd, 

A Devil like to plague Mankind. 


IL 


Where Folly, Scandal, Hatred, meet, 
Where Nothing's true but what's Deceit, 
Where greateſt Pleaſure is to cheat, 
Make an Old curious Maid compleat. 


III. 
The Lord in moulding Human Race, 
Poliſh'd each Hand and ſmooth'd each Face, 


And all the rugged Lumps of Clay, 
Without Regard he threw away. 


IV. Af 
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IV. 


Ar laſt when all Mankind were made, 
And ev'ry Shape his Hand obey'd, 

Thoſe Lumps that had neglected laid, 
He form'd and call'd The ancient Maid. 


On the Death of an InF ANT, 


I. 


E RE underneath an Infant lies, 

To Earth whoſe Body's lent, 
Hereafter ſhall more glorious riſe, 
But not more innocent. 


| II. 

When the Arch-Angel's Trump ſhall blow, 
And Souls to Bodies join, 

What Crowds ſhall wiſh their Lives below, 
Had been as ſhort as thine ? 


III. 


Ve that more ſtrict Account muſt give, 
Prepare as low to lie; | 
Ye that know what it is to live, 
Learn what it is to die. 


Da M 
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M IT N E X V A 


REAT Pallas, born of Jove's immortal Brain, 
(Whoſe Virgin Honour no foul Blot does ſtain) 
Aſſiſt the Muſe which in becoming Verſe, 
Thy mighty Deeds now labours to rehearſe; 
In ſhining Arms the Goddeſs bold delights, 
In War preſides, and well-diſputed Fights, 
With Thirſt of Fame *tis ſhe the Hero fires, 
And then to ſing his Praiſe the Bard inſpires. 
iy her Aſſiſtance Grecian Diomede, 
His conquering Troops with ſuch bold Fury led, 
That wounded Gods did from the Battle fly, 
With Shame retreating to the diſtant Sky ; 
When daring Giants did their Force unite, 
And high Olympes trembled at the Sight, 
Thine was the Conqueſt, and thy Power alone 
Was able ta ſupport Jove's tott'ring Throne. 
by wondrous Image did the Trojan State 
So long ſupport as if twas fix d by Fate: 
The Grecian Troops oppreſs d with anxious Cares, 
Before the Town conſum'd ten tedious Years ; 
Troy like ſome Rock appear'd, with towring Waves, 
(Swell'd by a Storm when ſurly Boreas raves) 
When the united Force of Wind and Tide, 
Loudly attack at once on every Side, 


While 


[ 21 ] 


While that ſerenely ſtands, breaks all their Force, 

Repells their Rage with Scorn, their Power with Loſs. 

—Pardon, Great Sir, whilſt Wars and Battles ceaſe, 

And jarring Nations are compos'd to Peace, 

If the fond Muſe of Blood and Conqueſt writes, 

And in the Midſt of Peace in War delights ; 

For Peace with beſt Succeſs is always made, 

While Soldiers brandiſh the well-temper'd Blade. 

How well does Pallas teach the World to chuſe, 

When ſhe herſelf does barren Pomp refuſe, 

For when contending Gods ſtrove to excell 

In Choice of Trees, to her the Olive fell, 

Rich with that happy Fruit whoſe wond'rous Juice 

Does Health and Joy at the ſame Time produce. 

Should lovely Peace once more our Iſland bleſs, 

And Treaties gain the long defir'd Succeſs ; 

The Britiſh Bards ſhall then with Joy rehearſe 

The Olive's Praiſes in immortal Verſe. 

An Olive Crown ſhall well reward their Lays, 

And triumph over the neglected Bays. 

By Pallas taught, the Maid in early Bloom, 

With willing Hands delights to ply the Loom. 

By Arts like theſe ſhe can preſerve her Heart 

Chaſt and unhurt by wanton Cupid's Dart, 

And when ſhe reads how Ovid does relate, 

In mournful Verſe the bold Arachnes Fate, 

Inſtructed hence, ſhe can ſo guard her Mind, 

That no foul Pride can there Admittance find. 

— Athens of Old my kind Protection claim'd, 

For War and Arts like me her Goddeſs fam'd ; 
Nations 
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Nations from every Part her Learning ſought, 
Where his immortal Doctrine Plato taught. 
No longer Athens is Minerva's Pride, 

In England now the Goddeſs doth preſide : 

A nobler Seat for ever there ſhe gains, 
Improv'd in Arts with greater Luſtre reigns. 


An EeisTolLarRy LETTER from 
J. H. 7% Sir Hans SLOANE. 


IN CE you, dear Doctor, ſavd my Life, 
To bleſs by Turns and plague my Wife, 
In Conſcience I'm oblig d to do 

Whatever is enjoin'd by you: 

According then to your Command, 

That I ſhould ſearch the Weſtern Land, 

And ſend you all that I could find, 

Of curious Things of every Kind : 

Pve ravag'd Air, Earth, Sea, and Caverns, 
Men, Women, Children, Stews, and Taverns, 
And greater Rarities can ſhew, 

Than Greſbam's Children ever knew, 

Which Carrier Dick ſhall bring you down, 
Next Time his Waggon comes to Town. 


Fir, I've three Drops of that ne Shower, 
Which Jove in Danee's Lap did pour; 


From 
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From Carthage Town the Sword Ill ſend, 
Which brought Queen Dido to her End; 
The Snake-Skin which you may believe, 
The Devil caſt who tempted Eve; 

A Fig-Leaf Apron, tis the fame, 

That Adam wore to hide his Shame, 

But now wants darning ; Pve beſide, 
The Blow by which poor Abel dy'd, 
(Will cure the Head-Ach well apply d;) 
A Whet-ſtone worn exceeding ſmall, 
Time us'd to whet his Scythe withal ; 
The Pigeon ſtufft as Noah ſent, 

To tell the Way the Waters went; 

A Ring I've got of Sampſon's Hair, 

The fame which Dablah did wear; 

St. Dunftan's Tongs, as Story goes, 
Once pinch'd the Devil by the Noſe ; 
The very Shaft as all may ſee, 

Which Cupid ſhot at Anthony ; 

And what above the reſt I prize, 

A Glance of Cleopatra's Eyes; 

Some Strains of Eloquence which hung, 
In Roman Times on Twllys Tongue, 
Which long conceald and loſt had lain, 
Till Cozper found them out again,; 
Next I've moſt curious to be ſeen, 
A Scorpion's Bite to cure the Spleen; 

As Moore cures Worms in Stomach bred, 
Tve Pills cure Maggots in the Head, 
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With a Receipt too how to make em, 
To you I leave the Time to take em; 
Tve got a Ray of Phebus' Shine, 
Found in the Bottom of a Mine ; 
A Lawyer's Conſcience large and fair, 
Fit for a Judge himſelf ro wear ; 
Pre a choice Noſftrum how to make, 
An Oath a Catholic will take; 
In a Thumb Phial you may ſee, 
Cloſe cork'd, ſome Drops of Honeſty, 
Which, after ſearching Kingdoms round, 
At laſt were in a Cottage found ; 
Tue not collected any Care, 

f that there's Plenty every where, 
But after wond'rous Labour ſpent, 
Tve got ſome Grains of rich Content. 
It is my Wiſh, it is my Glory, 
To furniſh your Nicknackatory : 
I only beg when-c'er you ſhow em, 
You'll tell your Friends to whom you owe em, 
That may your other Patients teach, 
To do as hes done Yours, 


J. H. 
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148 ON G. 


I. 


V7 HERE z uhr, play, and cooing Doves, 
Sing to the conſcious Groves their Loves, 
Where Silver Springs adorn and glide, 
Pouring with render Moan 
Through Labyrinths their murm'ring Tide, 
And lave each tumbling Stone: 
I. 
All blooming to my wiſhing Arms, 
Glowing with Love, and crown'd with Charms, 
My Goddeſs came with Beauty fpread : 
What Ecſtacy of Joy | 


Expreſs d th impatient lovely Maid, 
To meet her am'rous Boy ! 


III. 


Too ſenſible of Charms, I felt 

My raviſh'd Soul in Paſſion melt, 

Fell at her Feet, there proftrate ty, 
A Sight that once could move, 

Then in her Arms conſum'd the Day, 
And gain'd my Angels Love. 


F 
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Occaſianed by the OLD ORGaN's being 


pulled down in Weſtminſter-Abby. 


O, faithleſs Organ to deceive thy Truſt, 
And baſely thus forſake thy Maſter's Duſt. 
For this near” thee did Purcel lie him down, 
To wait for Muſick ſweeter than his own, 
With his Remains thy Neighbourhood to grace ? 
And Blow his ſolemn Gloria Patri place. 
To make his Aſhes and his Glory thine, 
Did Crofts his ſacred Hallelujah join? 
Tho” thou art gone, ſhall Inſtruments be found, 
Their moſt harmonious Praiſes to reſound. 
Tho' ſilent thou, ſhall loudeſt Organs owe 
Their choiceſt Strains to Pwrce/, Crofts, and Blow. 


On CLAvINNA s Falſbood. 


I. 


TTEND ve Nymphs and humble Swains, 
And hear a Lover's Tale, 
Wing d Capids come, in mournful Sin, 
Oh! let me now prevail, 


Have 
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Have ye not heard Clavinna ſwear, 
That I poſſe6'd her Heart? 

In am'rous Sighs her Love declare, 

When [I have told my Smart? 


IL 


Oh Cupid, Cupid, fickle Boy 
Do not imploy your Pow'r, 

To make each Female's Heart a Toy, 
To change with ev'ry Hour. 

Why did you wound the perjur'd Fair ? 
Why was you ſo unjuſt ? 

We might have been a happy Pair, 
Tho' now Tm more than curſt. 


III. 


Conſider, faithleſs, perjur d Maid, 
Think on the Time that's paſt, 

Avenging Gods will grant their Aid, 
To lay your Pleaſures waſte. 

O think! how faithful I have been, 
And then you muſt repine, 

What happy Days we might have ſeen, 
If you'd been truly mine. 


IV. 


What Raptures wait on am'rous Souls 
What Ecſtacy of Bliſs 
Where endleſs Pleaſure daily rolls, 


In each fond balmy Kiſs. 
E 2 
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For conſtant Love is Heav'n om Earth, 
When mutually tis ſhar'd, 

On high it had its grateful Birth, 
And cannot be compar'd. 


Upon CHrRIsSTMAS-Dar. 


AIL, ſacred Day : (for Thought, moſt glorious 


Theme) 
When upon Earth our Great Redeemer came, 
Whilſt Choirs of Angels uſher d in the Birth, 
With loud HalP«jahs to the wondring Earth, 
Kings at his Feet with great Submiſſion lay, 
And greet with Joy the happy genial Day. 
A Day! which quaſh'd the Tyranny of Hell, 
A Day! more mighty than my Tongue can tell. 
It is not in the Power of erring Rhime, 
To tell the Bleſſings of that glorious Time. 
To trace the Mercies which that Day brought in, 
For me tr attempt would be a daring Sin. 
Behold! the Babe in a mean Manger laid, 
Behold | a Mother tho? a ſpotleſs Maid! 
Myſterious Birth! to Heav'n we'll tune our Lays, 
And humbly offer our moſt grateful Praiſe: 
For this great Bleſſing to Mankind was given, 
To teach them all the certain Way to Heaven. 
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C&S XX £5 -& 


HEN Hunger's Sauce, and Bellies chime 5 


Cupboard, then ſtarving Poets rhime, 
And now you know tis Dinner- time. N 
Firſt Fll advance ſome uſeful Queries: 2 


Who has not heard of Goddeſs Ceres ? 
| Who in our Bread and in our Beer is: 
| For what? to talk the Matter fairly, 
Were Mortals without Wheat or Barley. 
| Who could his meagre Corps ſuftain ? 
| Without ſuch comfortable Grain. 
The Want of which would ſurely render, 
Our Bodies like a Needle ſlender. 
hut hold. as far as ſhe is able, 
| My Muſe intends to tell a Fable. 
Her Birth was antient, and her Line, 
As Poets feign, was twice divine, 
Begotten on Olympus Tops 
By Saturn on the Grandame Ops. 
(For Heathen Gods, tho' neer fo good, 
On Proof were downright Fleſh and Blood) 
Her Brother Fove purſu'd the Trade 
Of Basket-making, (as tis ſaid) 
A roaring, ranting, thundering Blade, 
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Who often us d to play the Ape, 

kn Swan, or Bull, or any Shape; 

And at all Games with roving Eye, 
From his own Eagle learn'd to fly, 
Who never boggled at a Woman, 
From Queen Earopa to Doll common. 
hut ſo much for poetic Story, 
Ceres ſhall now appear before ye. 


To ting whoſe Praiſe would tire the Lungs 


Of Stentor, and a hundred Tongues. 

I will not to Parnaſſus climb, 

To crave Aſſiſtance for my Rhime ; 
Ceres alone I will implore, 

And flight the ſtarving Five and Four. 
For tell me, did not Plautus bawl 

On Phoebus, on the Nine and all? 

Till he was forc'd to learn a Trade, 
And ſerv'd a Baker for his Bread, 

He turn'd his Mill, tu n joak'd, and writ; 
Each Corn produc'd a Grain of Wir. 
And who would not with Hunger torrf 
Like Zſop's Cock, a Jewel ſcorn, 
Compar'd unto a Barley-Corn ? 

— Oft all the Gods and Goddeſſes 

In the Iliads and Odyſſes, 

ThanCeres none of them is bigger, 

Or makes a more cceleſtial Figure. 


What's 


1 


What's Neptune with his three-fork'd Scure, 


Cum Grano Solis but a Brewer? 


His Trident, which he ſo much boaſts on, 


Is only fit ro ſtick a Toaſt on. 

Vulcan that lubberly black Sloven, 
For Ceres us'd to heat the Oven, 
And ſtir the Cinders with his Raker, 
Tho' Gunſmith to his Cuckold-maker. 
Pomona's Codlins and her Crumplins, 


Are made for Ceres Pies and Dumplins. 


Let Venus and her little Boy, 

(Who ſhoots his Bodkins to deſtroy) 
Pallas and Fund's Form upbraid, 
Yet without honeſt Ceres Aid, 

Poor Veuus had been ſtill a Maid. 
Ceres in Pity taught us how, 

To uſe the Harrow and the Plow. 


When Food was ſcarce, and Men and Swine, 


On the ſame Commons us'd to dine, 
Acorns and Water, (as we're told) 
Were a delicious Food of Old. 

But Ceres had more Kindneſs in her, 
She fed us with a better Dinner, 
She put ſome Barley in the Juice, 
Fit for her Brother Fove to uſe; 
And if ſhe with a little Wheat, 
Would add a Pudding to the Treat, 


What God would wiſh for better Meat ? 


; 


Hail, 
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—— Hail, moſt indulgent Ceres, hail, 

Thy Deity ſhall moſt prevail. 

In vain the Gods have each his Shrine, 
When all the Offerings are thine. 

Behold the Tiller's ſweaty Brow, 

Thoſe briny Drops are ſhed for you. 

For thee Fack Tarr will plough the Main, 
Tho' Winds forbid, and Floods of Rain; 
The Artiſt too, a quaffing Wight, 

From early Dawn to Candle-light, 

Sticks to his Craft for ſweet Regale 

Of humming Beer or nappy Ale, 

And when Night comes, then to th Ale-houſe 
He jogs with jovial bonny Fellows, 

And tings, Old Roſe and burn the Bellows. 


5 


To my Coy C ALIA. 


I. 
LL Materials are the ſame, 
Of Beauty and Deſire, 
In a fair Woman's goodly Frame, 
No Brightneſs is without a Flame, 
No Flame without a Fire. 
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II. 
If Modeſty itſelf appear 
With Bluſhes in her Face, 
Think you the Blood that dances there, 
Can revel it no other where, 
Nor warm another Place? 


III. 


Ask but of her Philoſophy, 
What gives her Lips the Balm? 

What makes her Breaſts to heave ſo high? 

What gives ſuch Motion to her Eye, 
Or Moiſture to her Palm ? 


IV. 


Then be not nice, for that betrays, 
Cælia, thy Thoughts and Thee; 
There's not a Beauty, or a Grace, 
Adorns thy Body, or thy Face, 
But pleads within for me. 
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A8 O NG. 


I. 


HEN Lydia low d, the warbling Choir 
Melodious Notes did ſing ; 

The grateful Muſes tun d the Lyre, 
Apollo was their King. 


II. 


No heav'nly Joys could be compar'd 
To thoſe of Lydia's Love; 

The Raptures that my Soul then ſhar'd, 
Excell'd that Bliſs above. 


III. 


In lovely State fate Vezzs there, 
Here ſtood the God of Wine, 
To lead a Chorus all prepare, 


Join'd with th' immortal Nine. 
IV. 


But Lyaia's falſe and breaks her Vow, 
Another Swain ſhe loves : 

Thro' homely Vales I'll wander now, 
And hate the conſcious Groves. | 


— Pry, 
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V. 


On a tall Mountain's craggy Top, 
TIl always take my Reſt, 

But never more ſhall have a Napp 
On Lydia ſofter Breaſt. 


To a Friend on his Marriage. Sent on 
Neu-Tear's Day. 


ET Hymer's Joys auſpicious crown the Year, 
And beauteous Branches round your Table rear, 
May your fair Spouſe in you be truly bleſt, 
Smile in your Arms and on your Boſom reſt, 
For nuptial Joys conſiſt in only this; 

United Concord gives th unbounded Bliſs. 
Whilſt her fond Heart you daily ſtrive to move, 
With all the ſoft Artillery of Love: 

What bliſsful Hours muſt bleſs the happy Pair ! 
When one proves kind, the other lovely fair; 
The Golden Age reviv'd, with Joy you'll view, 
And mutual Joys with mutual Vows purſue : 
Then muſt your Days in Pleaſure fwiftly glide, 
And in revolving Motions yearly ſlide : 

Whilſt I who proudly do ſubſcribe my Name, 
Will worſhip Hymez and adore his Flame. 


E 2 | A 
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A W HIM- 


F Wonders daily do I read, 

Of Men ſprung up from bony Seed: 
Now Fowls can ſpeak, they plainly ſhew it, 
A ſimple Duck turns courtly Poet; 

But that's no Wender in theſe Days, 
When Colley Cibber hath the Bays. 

But who's the Mortal that can ſhew, 

A rich, a meek, a prudent Beau? 

Or cm produce a Female Creature, 
Who is not fickle in her Nature ? 

I never yet did ſee that Wonder, 

Nor do believe there is one under 

The Cops of Heaven; for none can tell 
The various Maggots of a Belle. 


— 


— 
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The FAZIT E of the Warrenner, Ferrets, 
and Conies. 
I. 
— — 
As ſome ſay, out of Spite, 


Took no ſmall Pains to teize and ver, 
The Conies Day and Night. 


II. 
Full oft inflam'd by vigorous Youth, 
His Worſhip us'd to venture, 
And moſt couragiouſly in Truth, 
Did many a Borough enter. 
III. 


But ſince made chaſte by feeble Age, 
No Pleaſure can he taſte, 

Therefore reſolves, with holy Rage, 

Io lay his Warren waſte. 


IV. 


The Ferrets to him came in Shoals, 
His Summons to obey, 


And forthwith in their very Holes, 


To worry out their Prey. 
V. Then 
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V. 


Then thus preluding to his Tale, 
In hollow Cadence hums, 

To ſhew 'em he doth nothing ail, 
But found in Limb and Lungs. 


VI. 
My Friends and Countrymen, a Vice fo great 
As filthy Fornication, 
Amongſt both Rich and Poor, of late, 
Becomes a mighty Faſhion. 
VII. 
Tis this pollutes our youthful Blood, 
And ſettles ill Diſeaſes, 
Tve by Experience underſtood, 
It tortures more than pleaſes. 


VIII. 


The Ferrets mov'd, we plainly ſee, 
Cry out it is a Shame, 

Nem. Contradicent. all agree 
To ſcour 7 Le. 


IX. 


So great and learned is the Charge, 


To pious JI —ry given, 
A Conſcience ſure ſo fair and large, 
Can't fail to merit Heaven. 


X. How 
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X. 


How ſound your Morals are, from hence, 
Your Worſhips leave to judge ? 
When to collect ſome paultry Pence, 


You owe this mighty Grudge. 
XI. 


(This worthy Act your Virtue ſhews) 
But ſtill the Game goes on, 

For now your worried buxom Does, 
Run wild about the Town. 


PROSERPINE. 


OU may perhaps, Sirs, ask the Reaſon, 
But Til aſſure you tis no Treaſon : 
(For now their Godſhips are quite gone, 
Kick'd out of Doors, rever'd by none.) 
Why Pagan Poets grave and wiſe, 
Trumpt up ſuch Troops of Deities, 
And plac'd em in the lofry Skies. 
But this to ſolve is not fo eaſy, 
And when tis done it may not pleaſe ye. 
What did'nt they think that one's enough, 
And to make more is ſure meer Stuff: 


Why 
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Why did they juſt like Cats and Bears, 

Set 'em together by the Ears, 

As they did often: juſt as when 

Venus, Minerva, and Heaven's Queen, 

About an Apple ran to Troy, 

To ſcold before a Shepherd's Boy. 

hut this is waſting Time, and fo, 

Fl then endeavour now to ſhew, | 

What I have been, and where, and how. 

One Day when I and ſome more Ladies, 

Were in a Meadow gath'ring Dazies; 

Pluto came with Coach and Six, 

And hurried me away to Styx : 

I bawl'd and ſqual'd at a mad Rate, 

But ſoon came to the Palece Gate, | 

A huge and gaping Orifice, . 
Wide at the firſt, which by Degrees | 
Grows ſtecper, at the laſt ſo narrow, | 
Thar one is forc'd to wriggle thorough, 
The Bars give way to let you in, 

Bur if you can get out again, 

For when you're in, the Spikes cloſe nigher, 
Juſt like a Moufe-trap made of Wire. 
At firſt I did not like the Place, 

And thought myſelf in a fad Caſe ; 


Took on prodigiouſly : But when C 


I found that I was made a Queen, 
Ine er, ſince that time, did complain. 


Thus | 


— —- —— — — — 
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I fit encircled with a Crown, 

A Goddeſs, and a God's Wife grown. 
=—— Here Nero Cringes awkardly, 

And cries, An't pleaſe your Majeſty. 

Here Great Nmrad, Tarquin there; 
There Julian, and Domitian here; 

Here Mabomet before me lies, 

Grave as his As, and juſt as wiſe. 

Here Popes whom I can ſcarce allow, 
The Honour to falute my Toe. 

Thus ſeated with an awful Grace, 

I view the Humours of the Place. 

— Here lies a Medley of all Nations, 
Men of all Trades and Occupations, 
Courticrs, Pimps, Aſtrologers, 
Pawnbrokers, Wizards, Uſurers. 

There lie Ten hundred thouſand Beaux, 
Whom Gallic Cupid hither throws, 
Theſe laſt with Grief diſtract their Brains, 
For Loſs of their Gold-headed Canes, 
Snuff-Boxes, Swords, Fine Cloaths, and Powder, 
Than a ſtuck Pig, make a Noiſe louder. 
hut whence had ſhe this mighty Honour, 
And who confer'd it firſt upon her ? 


Thus happy on a Sable Throne „ 5 


It was old Homer, — he made thee, 


O Proſerpine, a Goddeſs, — He 


Put Life and Death into thy Hand, 


And couldſt not thou preſerve the Man, 
G From 
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From the dark loathſome Grave, 
Who all theſe Glories to thee gave? 
But however let's go on, 

A little further if we can. 


lo is great Fove perplex'd with Cares, 


How plagu'd with Men and their Affairs, 
Juno too thundering in his Ears. 

And Funo's ſelf is quite undone, 

By Venus little buſy Son: 

While I and Plato reign in Peace, 
Perfect Felicity and Eaſe. 

And (which is beſt of all) in Love, 
Happier far than thoſe above; 

No gnawing Cares our Breaſts corrode, 
In this delightful ſweet Abode : 

And where's the Woman that can be 
Difpleas'd with all this Royalty? 
Woman, who likes to reign ſo well, 
For Place her very Soul would ſell, 


"Tis Heav'n to her to be a Queen in Hell. 


; 


To 
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Toa CAPTAIN Married. 


ELLO NA calls, then cleanſe your warlike Arms, 

For Shame, don't longer lie in Beauty's Charms : 
| Rouſe up your Soul from ſweet alluring Eaſe, 

A Soldier ruſts in ſoft indulging Peace. 

Haſte to the Field where quick'ning Squadrons ſtand, . 

With Ardour lend them your aſſiſting Hand; 

Fly to your Country's Aid with Martial Joy, 

And all your Courage gainſt the Foe imploy ; 

From Love's deluding Charms with Vigour fly, 
. Reſolve to conquer, or with Glory die. 


On CHLor?s Love. 


I. 


HEN firſt my Chloe's Heart was mov'd, 
She ſtrove to ſhew how much ſhe loy'd > 
Then I was raptur'd all in Bliſs, 

And thought myſelf in Paradiſe ; 

In mutual Ecſtacy we lay, ; 

Paſſing our Time in am'rous Play. 


G 2 H. Then 
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II. 


Then did my Chloe me careſs, 

Wick all her artful Tenderneſs: 

Each Day my Charmer fonder grew, 
And ſwore ſhe'd be for-ever true; 
Difſolv'd with Love fell in my Arms, 
Thus I poſſeſs d my fair one's Charms. 


III. 


But there's no Pleaſure without Pain, 
For after Sun comes dropping Rain. 


Alas! at length ſhe pregnant prov'd, 


* 


And curſt the Hour when firſt the loyd: 


When askd the Reaſon of her Fears, 
She anſwer'd only with her Tears. 


IV. 
Malignant Thoughts her Soul diftreſs, 


With Scorn repells my fond Cargls: £ 


How could 1 bear the raging Smart, 
In Grief to ſee my Better Part ? 

By Hymen's Ritcs I eas'd her Pain, 
And now ſhe kindly loves again. 


The SESSIONS of the CRITIcsò. 


CEE Zoilus the Grave at Dame Critice bore, 
The Pedanti: dull Spawn of a Billingſgate 
Whore, 
Was now by his Mother deputed to ſettle, 
Who ſhould wear his long ſcolded - for Chaplet of 
Nettle. 


Down he flies to Tr—x Coll, and the Library fought, 
To be near his own Be—ly was ever his Thought, 
With a Snarl of Diſdain left the Chapel behind him, 
For that was the Place he neer hop'd to find him. 


With his Chops full of Wormwood he mounted his 
Throne, 

Of Worm-eaten Parchments illegible grown, 

A tough Crab-tree Cudgel for a Sceptre he waves, 

And hollows, Heus ! Horſum ! Adeſte, ye Slaves. 


B—4ly firſt was expected, but did not appear, 
For he order'd his Delegate Frog to declare, 
That to work up Dean H—re was his preſent Employ, . 
And ke vo yd he'd ne er mix with the Scrub 5: N= 


From 


—_— CS — - — —— 
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From his Garret, where long he had ruſted, came 
down : 
Toby Tb. cockſure that the Prize was his own, 


Crying, Z ds, where's your Bly, Pl give him no 
Quarter. 


And held up the Preface to his tam'd Fuſtin Marcy. - 


His Diſciple came next, Caleb ſcar d at the Sight, 

As he thought of Tom Triſtram, run away in a Fright, 
An Embryo Claudian was For—ts Pretence, 

Which, alas! prov'd abortive for Want of the Pence. 


The Cenſor view'd Toby with a Smile of Applauſe, 
And was almoſt inclin'd to grant him his Cauſe, 
But bad him retire to his ſnarling Vocation, 

He'd inſure him the Nettle for his next Dedication. 


But as for Friend Jor— tn, He only was fit, 

To coax his Preceptor, and cry up his Wit, 

And ſince Caleb to publiſh was not very forward, 

Let him drink his Subſcriptions with RV and 
Nor — d. 


With his Guts and his Ruſtins in roll d Ferry N—db—m, 
And roar'd for the Prize, but the Judge would not 
heed him, 
Wich dry Thinking, old Fumbler, ne er trouble thy 
Brains, 
Go > Gn with the Ninnies at Bowes and gu-. 
The 
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The Maſter of Qu—ns, with his Coachful of Tully, 

Came into the Court and endeayour'd to bully, 

Crying, I've no Occaſion to preach up my Merit, 

I'm a hopeful young Lad, you have B—tlys Word 
for it. 


Friend Johr, quoth the Judge, thou'ſt no Share in the 
Matter, ; 
To much Dulneſs a Critic ſhould add ſome Ill Nature, 
In thy Tail and thy Notes we like Impotence find, 
For an Husband, and Critic thou ne er waſt defign'd. 


Tom B tiy next buſtled to prefer his Petition, 
But was joſtled aſide by the Stamford Phyſician, 
In his Hand he the Text of Exripedes brought, 
Piping hot from the Preſs, but the Notes he forgot. 


The Court humbly begg'd he'd not trouble their 
Patience, 

Paracelſus and Zoilus ne'er were Acquaintance, 

So off bruſh'd the Quack to his Pills and his Boxes, 

From patching up Authors to curing of Poxes. 


Up Hebt ſtarts, and cries, look you here, 

Une nouvelle Traduction, that cuts down Dacier, | 
For the Metre, let B=——y and H——re fight and 
| quarrel, 

De Frenchman, begar Sir, muſt ſhew you de Moral. 


What 


148 


What Morals, you Dog ? cry'd the Court in a Pet, 
Did ever a Critic turn Moraliſt yet? 

Oer vanquiſh'd Librarians we challenge our Praiſe, 
Let Ly write Morals, or the Maſter of Ca—is. 


With that they untruſs'd the bold Critic of Paris, 
And gave him the Nettle but over his bare Arſe; 
The Smart of the Diſcipline damp'd his Pretenſions, 
So he ſcour d back to Whiſt with his Cully Perrenſian. 


At length the Vice Can. with his three Pſeudo Squires 
Stalks in, and the Cauſe of the Tumult requires; 


For Men of the Gown ſuch Deportment not fitting, 
Nor find I a Statute for any ſuch Meeting. 


The Judge ſmil'd at the Joak, and the Squabble to 
ſettle, | 

Said, Faith, let's decree that Stern Cato the Nettle, 

He alone the true critical Notion has hit, 

For his Edicts declare much Spite, and no Wit. 


To a FRIEND, grown melancholy on being 


flighted by his Miſtreſs. 


I. 


OM E, tell me, Strephon, tell me why, 
So dull and ſad of late? 

Is your dear Cælia very ſhy, 
Does that your Grief create? 

A Woman flies to be purſu'd, 

Then prithee leave this angry Mood. 


II. 


Thoſe Ruby Lips which you admire, 
Have often been forſworn. 

May ſhe be preſsd with fond Deſire, 
And languiſh in her Turn, 

For Female's Hearts are ſoon betray'd, 

And few who with to die a Maid. 


III. 


Her pretty Breaſts more white than Snow, 
Like dying Birds do move, 

They heave and pant, and fain would know, 
The pleaſing Pains of Love, 

Then prithee, Srrephon, don't deſpair, 

She muſt be kind, the is ſo foir. 
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IV. 


Enjoyment, Strephon, you will find, 
Can cool this raging Fire, 

Should but your fair one once prove kind, 
And grant you your Deſire, 

A downy Bed would eaſe your Pain, 

And I have Strephon once again. 


To HY M E N. 


HOU Son of Baccbar and the Cyprian Dame, 
Drive from my Heart this dire tormenting Flame; 
To Cynthia join a faithful am'rous Swain, 

And eaſe my Mind from diſmal Loads of Pain. 

To thy bright Altar I will now repair, 

There to poſſeſs my beauteous lovely Fair: 

Then light thy Torch and give my. Soul ſome Reſt, 
For here Tve none but on my Charmer's Breaſt. 
But ſee! the God attends my heav'nly Bliſs, 

J faint, I die, at each fond balmy Kifs. 

To thee I will my daily Offerings bring, 

For thou of lawful Loves art th only King. 


VENUS. 
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N Summons of my Muſe d' appear, 

And grace your Congreſs, lo! ſhe's here: 
Dreſt by the Muſe in modeſt Guiſe, 
Sine ſhe's before the Grave and Wiſe; 7 
Not fo expos'd as on Mount Ide, 
When ſhe with naked Beauties vy'd ; 
Bur here ſhe chuſes to be ſeen, 
Wrapt, as we fay, in Linnen clean. 
—"Tis Venus keeps the World in Tune, 
Without Her, Diſcord would reign ſoon ; 
She Smiling, of our Cares can eaſe us, 
And gives the Fair a Power to pleaſe us; 
Bur if her Influence ſhe wich-hold, 
Men drub their Wives becauſe they ſcold ; 
The married Couple then, Oh | Miſchance, 
Love one another at a Diſtance, 
Altho' the Winter's Froit becold 'em, 
One Bed oft proves too hot to hold 'em: 
Then either ſtrive, but ſtrive in vain, 
To break the Matrimonial Chain, 8 
Venus is fled, tis Funo's Reign. 
But Venus can the Savage tame, 


And Creatures human but in Name. 
11 2 Een 
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Een Mars ſhe calls from fierce Alarms, 
To fofter Triumphs in her Arms, 

Rewards his Valour with her Charms. 

"Tis ſhe inſpires heroic Deeds, 

From her Knight-Errantry proceeds; 
"Twas ſhe that arm'd La Mancha's Knight, 
And led him to the Wind-mill Fight, 

And Courage gave to combat Giants, 
Magicians, and ſuch dire Defiants. 

The Prize for which he bang'd his Foes fo, 
Was Dulcinea del Toboſso. 

Her Father Fove for Beauty's Sake, 

(The Married ſometimes Freedom take) 
Has more than once forſook the Sky, 
When a kind Beauty fill'd his Eye. 

Variety of Shapes put on, 

A Bull, a Satyr, or a Swan, 

A Nymph, a Cloud, a Golden Shower, 
This laft did ope the Brazen Tower, 

And till in Love has mighty Power. 
uch Tales as theſe might Wonders raiſe, 
But that they're equal in theſe Days. 

Why flock the Widows, Wives, and Maids, 
Courtiers, Cits, to Maſquerades ? 

Tis only to perform their Duty, 

And worſhip there the Queen of Beauty, 
VWhoſe Honour's much of late encreas'd, 
Since Heidigger has been High Prieſt. 


5 


Immortal 


; 
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Immortal Heidigger / thy Name 

For-ever in the Books of Fame 

Shall ſtand, Grand Patriot of Wenching, 
Whom Whores and Rogues ſhall ever mention 
With Honour for this new Invention. 
There Venus fits well pleas d to view, 
What mighty Things her Power can do: 
She ſees more Transformations there, 
Than in all Ovid's Writings are: 

A Beau becomes a Jackanapes ; 

And Lechers old, in Satyrs Shapes, 
Commit on Nuns of Drury, Rapes. 

The Atheiſt Rake appears a Fryar ; 

And Grave Miſs Prue a bluſtring Squire, 
And ſtrutting, ſqueaks out, Blood and Fire. 
Nor ſhould rhe Muſe forget to ſing 

Venus Gardens of the Spring, 

Whoſe Labyrinths and ſhady Groves, 
Are conſcious td a Thouſand Loves: 
Tho” ſome will fay, nay, ſome will ſwear, 
The only Thing which calls them there, 
Is juſt ro wall and take the Air; 

But oft th incautious Youth retires, 
Frum thence inflam'd with am'rous Fires : 
Fires which he caught of wanton Dames, 


And can't be quench'd in neighb'ring Thames. 


—— Bat hold, before we go fo far, 


5 3 l { 
Let us conkidir where we are: 


Nor 
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Nor Venus Nakedneſs expoſe, 
In Spight of what we did propoſe, | 5 
And ſo our Reputation loſe. 

So while we're well, tis our Deſire, 

We may with your Applauſe retire. 


On SATURN's Baniſhment. 


HEN Saturz was purſu'd by angry Fove, 
And from his Kingdom by Rebellion drove, 
Neptune poſſeis d the foaming boundleſs Seca, 
Where ſcaly Tenants undiſtinguith'd play ; 

Grim ſurly Pluto had his Lot to dwell 

With gloomy Souls in the dark Shades of Hell. 

But Fove took Care to make the Ballance even, 

By keeping in his Hands both Earth and Heaven. 
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On LOVE and MU SICK. 


I. 


HEN gloomy Souls with Cares are preſt, 
And heavy Thoughts their Minds moleſt: 
"Tis Muſick frees the Soul from Care, 

There's then no Room for dull Deſpair. 


IT. 


Apollo tunes his well-ſtrung Lyre, 
The Muſes add poetic Fire: 

In conſtant Harmony they move, 
The Theme conſiſts of mighty Love. 


III. 


Venus preſides o'er am'rous Hearts, 
Cvpid directs the pleaſing Darts: 
His Power reſiſtleſs Mortals own, 
But Hymen docs the Bleſſing crown. 


To 


11 


To my Falſe LES BIA. 


Nymph with peerleſs Charms I once ador'd, 

And Cupid's Records own'd me for her Lord: 

Twelve rolling Moons in Lesbia's Arms I ſpent, 

With am'rous Pleafure, and ſoft Merriment. 

Bleſt with her Love, an Age ſeem'd but a Day, 

While endleſs Raptures paſs d our Time away: 

Oft when the Sun in Tbety“ ouzy Bed, | 
Unharneſs'd firſt his Steeds to reſt his Head; 

A ſilent Grove was conſcious to our Talk, a 
And Love himſelf attended every Walk: | 
There rous'd each other's Charms with eager Bliſs, 
And Worlds of Pleaſure in each generous Kiſs. 

She ſwore that nothing could her Love remove, 

She ſwore by all th” avenging Gods above; 

Then was I blcſt : but oh! the fickle Maid, 

Now in another's Arms ſupine is laid : 

To young Cl/eander's Arms the Fair does fly, 

Whilft I wirh Anguiſh muſt deſpair and dic. 
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| The Haeey LIFE. 


Res non parta Labore ſed Relicta, &c. 
Max. Epig. 47. Lib. 10. 


6 


STATE bequeath'd, not got with Tail; 
A good hot Fire, a grateful Soil ; 
No Strife, warm Cloaths, a quiet Soul ; 
A Strength intire, a Body whole ; 
Prudent Simplicity, equal Friends; 
A Diet that no Art commends ; 
A Night not drunk, but yet ſecure; 
A Bed not fad, yet chaſte and pure; 
Long Sleeps to make the Night but ſhort ; 
A Will to be but what thou art; 
Nought rather chooſe, contented lie, 
And neither fear nor wiſh to die. 
Theſe are the Things, which being poſſeſt, 
Make up a Life that's truly bleſt. 
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„. 


Ss sr my Muſe to ſing in powerful Strains, 
But not of Blenheim, or Pharſalia's Plains, 

Of Law's Projections, or of Marlbro's Fame, 

Of Great Najj2n, or Charles of Sweden's Name, 

Of Girls debauch'd, or Bodies Politicks, 

Or who was forc'd to ſell his Coach and Six. 

No! No! an humble Theme I have in View, 

A Theme untouch'd, unſung, entirely new. 

Not Chaucer, Spencer, Shakeſpear, mighty Ben, 

On ſuch a Subject e er imploy'd their Pen; 

Perhaps none did before, or ever will again. 

But hold! I loſe myſelf in lofty Chat, 

The Song I ling is only of a Car. 

But that my Tale may more Attention win, 

Pray liſten, Sirs, for now I will begin. 

I ſhall deſcribe his Perſon and his Parts, 

His ſweet Conditions, and his pleaſing Arts, 

By which Puſs gain'd and kept the Ladies Hearts. 


Near that fam'd Place where in old Time there ſtood, 


A Theatre, but now, huge Piles of Wood. 
W here Silver Thames runs gliding by the Stairs, 
And Watermen ſtand bawling for their Fares. 


Cloſe 


| 
| 
| 


| 
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Cloſe in a Nook a little Houſe you'll find, 
Low built, but ſuited to the Owner's Mind. 
From Thieves Incurſions fenc'd with Care about, 
With Bolts within, and Window-Shuts without. 
Within this Manſion liv'd, without Compare, 
A Cat of goodly Shape, and Features rare. 

Of gentle Parentage, tis faid, he ſprung, 

His Fame at Home, and far and near did run. 
For Rats and Mice were ſure to diſappear, | 
And hide in Holes if Diamond was near. 

In fine, this Cat in Singing did excell, 

All Cats that in the Neighbourhood did dwell : 
And ſoon as Morning Bell at Six was rung, 
He jumpt upon his Miſtreſs' Bed, and ſung ; 
And when ſhe roſe, and was at Breakfaſt fat, 
Upon her Lap he would be ſure to get, 

To have his Share of Tea or Chocolate. 

If Chance a vagrant Mouſe had made his Prize, 
The little Beaſt he'd teaſe, with watchful Eyes, 
No arbitrary King could better tyrannize. 

If ſtraying Dog cer happen d to come in, 

Di mond would meet him with a ſurly Grin, 
With Back up rais'd, and Hair ſet bolt upright, 
And Claws diſtended, he prepares for Fight, 
Nor e er draws back, till Dog is put to Flight. 
This for his Parts; his Perſon next comes on, 
Black was his Back, like poliſh d Jet it ſhone : 
Soft was his Breaſt, and ſnowy white withal, 


His Teeth, like Orient Pearls, were white and ſmall ; 


His 
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His Sides were tabby, lovely to the Sight, 

His faix green Eyes, like Emeralds ſhone bright; 
His Ears and Noſe were of Carnation Hue; 
White was his Feet, his Nails as Agate blue; 
His marbled Tail was long, and touch'd the Ground; 
His fair white Whiskers guard his Face around; 
To ſum up all he was of portly Size, 

So that from Thouſands he might bear the Prize: 
And as in Eaſtern Countries Ladies fair, 

By Eunuchs guarded and attended are: 

So Di mond is th only licens d He, 

To guard and wait upon his Ladies three: 

Into their Chambers free Acceſs he gains, 

All Times and Hours this Freedom he maintains, 


And often waits upon them when they riſe ; 
No Male beſides dare do fo for his Eyes. 


Secure from Scandal, on their Bed he lies, 2 


. 
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